UE. 
DIALOGUE 


Between a Country Gentleman and a Farmer, nah 


ſenting the true State of the Quarrel that hath 


long ſubſiſted at Aldermaſton, with ſuitable 1 | 


flections. 
GENTLEMAN. 


EIGHBOUR well met: the truth I fain wou'd learn 
Of ſome Reports that give me great Concern. 
Of late ſtrange Rumours have aſſail'd my 2 
That fill my Mind with ill portending cars. 
Thoſe Feuds that Aldermaſton Town divide.— 
Spring they from real Wrongs, vr wounded Pride? 
In Language plain, with free and honeſt Heart, 
The Cauſe of Quarrel with your Prieſt impart. 


FAR M E R. 


Good Sir, you wou'd too hard a Taſk command, 

Had I more Words, more ready Wit at Hand 

Than a plain Farmer, who can ne'er aſpire 

To argue Matters with 2 Prieſt, or Squire. 

When to exceſs of Rage our Minds are wrought, 

All Parties that contend, may be in Fault. 

Now my Mind's free from partial. Love or Hate, 

I'll try with Truth my Story to relate. 

We Farmers with our Prieſt at Variance are; 

The Cauſe of this T'll honeſtly declare. 

If we can him the chief Aggreſſor deem, 

Can be, relentleſs, hope our juſt Eſteem? _ 

His Tongue was not from vile Abuſe reſtrain'd : 

This the 111-Will of many Neighbours gain'd. 
5 8 His 
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_ His Reſtleſs Temper ever interferes 

In all Concerns, a Medler he appears. 

His Railing does us ſimple Swains provoke 
To ſome rough Anſwer, or too free a Joke. 
When he ſhou'd gen'ral Truths in Public teach, 
He does againſt our Perſons plainly preach, 
Good Miniſters, that tenderly reprove, 

To Penitence, and not Reſentment, move. 
Though rude in Speech, with Paſſion over-warm, 
He thinks he does his Duty well perform. 

Many good Qualities to him belong; 
But if his Heart be good, his Head is wrong. 
His Mind with much Book-Learning is ſupply'd; 
His Zeal for Truth diſcretion does not guide. 


A childiſh Cauſe, unworthy to be nam'd, 
His Breaſt of late with bitter Rage inflam'd. 
To rear our May-pole, and new ornament 
This Standard, all our Farmers did conſent. 
This Pole was long our Pride, long ſtood before 


(Though now a Nuiſance call'd) our Curate's Door. 


He fum'd, he rav'd, much Miſchief did foretel 
From Lightning's Blaſt to All that near it dwell. 
To the Great Houſe he ran; infus'd the Flame 
Into the Squire and his believing Dame. 

Led by the preſent Feelings of the Heart, 

They with blind Zeal eſpouſe their Paſtor's Part. 
The Lady ſoon this Flame by Letters ſpread, 
And almoſt robb'd our Tradeſmen of their Bread. 
Can you, good Sir, approve ſo raſh a Deed? 

This wild Attempt did not at laſt ſucceed. 

Her Female Friend, with better Thoughts inſpir d, 
Yielding to Charity, with Writing tir'd, 

Did to the Tradeſmen help in need afford, 
And on Submiſſion to-her Grace reſtor'd. 
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Why were the Squire and Dame ſo much enrag'd? 
They ſhou'd as Mediators have engag'd : 

Their milder Influence wou'd have All ſubdued ; 
No Strife or factious Riot had enſued. 

Of Oppoſition 'tis the ſad Event, 

Men do much Miſchief, and too late repent, 

'Tis true, the May-pole oft has given Birth 

To much unſeaſon'd and indecent Mirth. 

Moſt Villagers are riotous and bold, 

And Farmers are not born to be controul'd. 

Our Prieſt hath us preſented, through ſome Grudge, 


As grand Defaulters, to a Reverend Judge. 


This Act the Doors of Peace hath cloſely barr'd, 


And all our fondeſt Hopes of Union marr'd. 


We now deſert our proper Houſe of Pray'r, 


Like ſtraggling Sheep to diſtant Folds repair. 


While thus unfix'd and angry is the Mind, 
From our own Shepherd, can we Comfort find ? 
'Tis ſelf defence alone, a Reaſon fair, 


That makes me theſe unwelcome Truths declare. 
In what a ſad diſtracted State we live! 


Can you, good Sir, ſome ſage Inſtruction _=_ 


GENTLEMAN. 


What Ills from Pride and headſtrong Paſſions flow! 
Theſe are the Source and Origin of Woe. 
By Pride from Innocence the Angels fell : 


And can ſuch Rage in Heav'nly Boſoms dwell ? 


Ambition damps the Joys of ſocial Life, 

And ſows through ev'ry Rank the Seeds of Strife. 
See! an Eſquire, a Prieſt, (reſpectful Names!) 
Yeomen and Tradeſmen join'd by loving Dames, 


About a May-pole in Rebellion riſe! 
oy Whilſt all their Neighbours ſtare with wid Surpriſe. 


Where 


"T8: 
Where is Man's Reaſon? From what fooliſh Things, 
What idle Trifles, ſerious Miſchicf ſprings ! 
Cou'd I the Squire and his brave Mate pourtray 
Againſt a ruſtic Band in bold Array, 
And at their Side the hoary Champion draw. 
Who wou'd not Laugh that ſuch a Picture aw: ? 
But when we make Reflections grave and Pp 
To ſee a Prieſt expos'd, who wou'd not Weep ? 
To raiſe a Laughter was not my Intent; 
To work a Senſe of Shame is all I meant. 
*Tis my Heart's Wiſh that Civil Diſcord ceaſe, 
And Reaſon's Voice attune the Soul to Peace. 
Whom in this Quarrel can we blameleſs call? 
An uncomplying Spirit rules you all. 
O! that my Verſe had Charms to mend your Faults, 
And move unquiet Souls to better Thoughts! 
Let your good Senſe by Charity be ſhewn, 
Till cover Others Faults, ang hive your Own, 
View not ſmall Foibl&. with too keen an Eye, 
"Tis a Man's Praiſe tozpaſs Tranſgreſſions by. 
Where Education hath matur'd the Mind, 
There greater Virtues we expect to find. 
The Prieſt, the 'Squirp, and the Partner of his Life, 
Shou'd firſt ſtep forth and terminate the Strife. 
To ev'ry Farmer let the Curate ſend, 
His beſt Reſpects, and treat him as a Friend, 
The Yeoman's honeſt Heart with Joy may burn, 
And all the Dues of Gratitude return. 
The Worthy Squire with lib'ral Heart and Hand 
(His gen'rous Spouſe: will not his Wiſh inen 
The chief Inhabitants ſhou'd entertain, | 
And let the matchleſs Singers lead the Train : 
Thus Peace and onyx will be reſtored again. 
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